(This, too, from a travel-folder.) It was a relief to dream
moisture and freshness and the sweet smell of the outside
world into the stuffy., dusty rooms of the Metropolitan,
where shrubs were made of paper and trees of cardboard
and people of wigs and glue and layers of grease paint. Also,
it was a sane reaction after the gallons of musk perfume he
had inhaled in Madame's experienced coaching. He travelled
happily and very far during that silent minute while Sybil
stood before him with downcast eyes and he stroked her hair.
But then he returned with a hard bump to reality and began
to quarrel once more.

"You can't sail to-night/* he shouted at her. "I won't let
you. I'll make a scene. You simply can't sail.'*

"And why not?" Sybil shouted back, and was sorry the
next minute she had said it.

"Because you'll be just as unhappy as I am if I let you go."

"Don't worry, I shan't be unhappy. I have marvellous
parts in Paris. Elsa in Lohengrin. I've always wanted to
sing Elsa. And I love London in May. I'll sing Evchen in
London. With Bruno Walter. You are crazy, you are mad
as a hatter, Bob. Don't let's talk any more; FinL Basfa."

"Basfa," he said bitterly. "Fini. That's what you say.
It's not Jim for me and it won't be fini for you. You don't
know what you are doing, Bunny. It is not much fun to be
in love with one guy and to marry another, believe me.
I thought all the time that it was the correct thing for me
to stay away from you. Well, to-night I had a revelation.
I knew I'd feel like hell if I didn't try to stop you. You love
me and I love you and I won't let you go off with old ham-
face, even if I have to knock him out. Basta."

Sybil felt her heart rise up, through her throat and into
her mouth, until it reached the tip of her tongue. She closed
her eyes and clenched her fists and swallowed hard. It passed.

"But I don't love you. Bob/' she said.

"Oh, no?"
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